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Pretty Pat and 
Fatty Faye 


Pat looked into her mirror and 
smiled. She didn’t want to boast about it, 
but it was only being honest to admit she 
was pretty—because she was. She lingered 
in front of the mirror a little longer, en- 
joying her reflection and carefully placing 
each curl in position. 

Faye looked into her mirror—and sighed. 
“I guess my looks never will amount to 
much,” she confessed. “I’m too fat. Oh, well, 
who cares? It’s swimming time, and I’d 
better get up to the pool.” 

Pretty Pat and Fatty Faye were at girls’ 
summer camp. The swimming instructors 
soon had the classes going. They were 
checking for the MV Honors today. 

“Pat,” said one of them, “the next re- 






























quirement is for you to swim three quar- 
ters the length of the pool, and come back.” 

Pretty Pat jumped in, leveled off, and 
swam. But when she had gone about half- 
way she put her feet down and stopped. 

“Go all the way,” the teacher urged. 

“Oh, no,” said Pretty Pat. “That’s all I 
can do. It’s too hard.” 

At the other end of the pool things were 
different. Fatty Faye was being tested, too; 
but not for Beginner’s Swimming. She had 
passed that years ago. Though almost the 
same age as Pretty Pat, she had also passed 
Intermediate Swimming, and was now b 
ing tried out for Advanced Swimming. 

“Do a running front dive,” said the in- 
structor. 

Fatty Faye ran down the springboard, 
jumped, and arched gracefully through the 
air. Her feet together and legs straight, 
the water closed over her with scarcely 
a ripple. 

“Good work,” commended the instruc- 
tor. “You now need only to swim for ten 
minutes, and you'll be finished.” 

So Fatty Faye began swimming around 
the pool, but not for just ten minutes. 
She kept it up for thirty-five. 

At campfire on Saturday night the direc- 
tor gave out the awards. There were prizes 
for the best baskets, the best pictures made 
in the glass painting class, and the high- 
est scores in the nature classes. 

Then the director presented the tokens 
for swimming. Twenty girls had completed 
Beginner’s Swimming, five had finished In- 
termediate. The director paused. “We have 
an unusual honor to award tonight,” he 
said. “For a girl at JMV camp, where no 
girl is more than twelve years old, to finish 
the Advanced Swimming honor is outstand- 
ing. There is a girl here tonight who has 
done so. Faye, please come forward.” Ev- 
eryone started clapping. Amid the applause, 
Fatty Faye received her token. 

But there were no awards for Pretty Pat 
that night. Her swimming was unfinished, 
her basket was done—but not very well, 
her nature class wasn’t completed, nor was 
anything else. Pat was pretty, but she pe- 
tered out. Faye finished what she started. 
And finishing, after all, is tremendously 
important at camp, at school, and at church. 
Remember, Jesus said, “He that shall endure 
unto the end, the same shall be saved.” 


Your friend, 


. Ware 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 

















His friends prayed that he would die! 


STARS FOR DARIO‘S CROWN 


By RICHARD H. UTT 


HAT Dario wanted to do was to catch 
a parrot and teach it to say memory 
verses and sing choruses. What he actually 
did, however, was quite different—yet he 
doesn’t know anything about it. He had 
heard of a missionary whose parrot could 
recite memory verses, and he was sure his 
own parrot, when he caught it, would learn 
to do even more wonderful things. That’s 
why one Friday morning found the thirteen- 
year-old boy, barefoot and raggedy, whistling 
as he trotted along a shady jungle path look- 
ing for parrots. 
Dario lived with his mother in a little 
straw house among the fields and woods of 


Dario lunged for the parrot, but the bird flew, 
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Costa Rica. His father was dead. Though his 
mother and he were very poor, they were 
happy, because two or three years before 
they had learned that Jesus will soon come 
back to the earth. Dario wanted to be a 
minister when he grew up. 

On the Friday when Dario went looking 
for the parrot in the jungle, he didn’t come 
back for dinner. Late that afternoon he still 
had not returned, and his mother became 
terribly worried, as all mothers do. She told 
several of the neighboring farmers about it, 
and they went searching in the jungle by 
groups. When night came they still had 

To page 20 


and he lost his hold, falling from a great height. 
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TWO GOALS TO REACH 


By BETTY STIRLING 





CHAPTER 3: ON THE TEAM—AND OFF AGAIN 





nag was one thing Dave liked much 
better about the junior high than he had 
about the church school. That was the phy- 
sical education class. 

They played baseball the first few weeks 
of school, but soon switched to volleyball 
and basketball in the huge gym. 

Dave chose basketball whenever he could. 
Soon he was the best forward in his class. 

“Dave can always drop ‘em in the basket,” 
Carl said admiringly. “I wish I could do that.” 

Dave went right on with his practice shots 
as if he hadn't heard Carl. Twenty-nine bas- 
kets out of thirty shots. Not bad. The coach 
had said that he would choose the final team 
today. Soon they would begin to play the 
teams from the other classes, and then the 
teams from the senior high school. Dave 
did hope he would be chosen for the team. 

Coach Lewis blew his whistle and the 
boys dashed for the bench at the side of the 
gym. 

Mr. Lewis was looking over the list in 
his hand. “I have the teams arranged,” he 
said crisply. “Team 1 consists of the best 
players and their alternates.” 

Dave listened expectantly. Would he be 
on Team 1? That seemed to be the hope 
of all the fellows, judging from their faces. 

The coach quickly read the names of the 
players on Team 1. Dave was delighted to 
hear his read as the center forward. His al- 
ternate was to be Clayton. Dave glanced 
around to see the scowl on Clayton's face. 
He knew that Clayton had wanted to be the 
regular forward. 


Their first game came on Thursday after- 
noon. They played a team from another of 
the ninth grade classes. Dave yelled with the 
rest when his team won. 

“Dave, ol’ boy, we did it!” Carl shouted, 
spinning around. 

Dave shouted right back. He was glad 
Carl had been chosen for Team | as a guard. 

After the game the boys sat on the bench 
while the coach told them where they needed 
to improve, and what they had done best. 

“Our next game,” he said, “will be with 
the freshman team from the high school. 
It will be held next Friday night, so that 
you may invite your parents to come and 
watch. Remember, 7:30 next Friday night. 
You're dismissed for today, boys.” 

Dave felt a sinking feeling inside him as 
he went to the dressing room with the noisy 
group. Friday night! Why did it have to be 
then? He did want his folks to come and 
see him play. Maybe if he spoke to the 
coach 

He dressed hurriedly and went back into 
the gym. Yes, Mr. Lewis was still there, 
and alone, too. But as he went toward him, 
he noticed that Carl and Clayton and a 
couple of other fellows were also coming to 
see the coach. Maybe he shouldn't speak of 
it now. 

But Mr. Lewis had already seen him. 
“What is it, Dave?” he asked. 

“Mr. Lewis, I can’t play in a basketball 
game on Friday night,” he stammered. “I’m 
a Seventh-day Adventist.” 

“A Seventh-day Adventist?” The coach 
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looked puzzled. “What does that have to 
do with a basketball game on Friday night?” 

“He never does anything on Saturday,” 
Clayton sneered. “He rests all day.” 

Dave frowned. Why couldn't Clayton keep 
out of this? “The Bible says that the Sab- 
bath is from sundown on Friday night to 
sundown on Saturday night,’ Dave ex- 
plained to the coach. 

“I see,” said the coach. “I’m not acquainted 
with what Seventh-day Adventists believe. 
In fact, I've only heard the name once or 
twice. ‘Seventh-day, then, refers to your 
keeping Saturday?” 

“Yes, sir,” said Dave. 


“Well, I wish I could help you,” said the 


coach. “We need you on the team. How- 
ever, it's a school policy not to hold these 
games on a study night. So we hold most 
of them on Friday nights. Once in a while 
we play a game on Saturday night 











"I could play then,” Dave said eagerly. 

“But why is your Sabbath from sundown 
to sundown?” asked the coach. “The day is 
usually counted from midnight to midnight.” 

“Yes, I know,” said Dave. “But the Bible 
says in Genesis 1 that when God created the 
world, He counted the days from evening to 
evening. And then there is another text that 
says, From even unto even, shall ye cele- 
brate your sabbath.’ I think that’s in Leviti- 
cus.” 

“I'm not what you'd call a religious man,” 
said Mr. Lewis. “In fact, I seldom attend 
church. I don’t see any particular reason for 
considering Saturday, or Sunday either, for 
that matter, as a holy day. What makes one 
day any holier than another?” 

“Because God himself set aside one day 
as a holy day,” said Dave. “In the second 
chapter of Genesis it says, ‘God blessed the 

To page 19 


Carl watched Dave practice. Twenty-nine times out 
of thirty tries, the ball went into the basket. “You 
ought to make the team easily, Dave,” he said. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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BRINGING UP MISCHIEVOUS DAN 





THE GREEN 


a By JAN S. 


esse day was hot and sticky. Dan wished he 
were in swimming, but Mother would not 
let him go alone. It was never safe, and he 
knew it, but just who to go with was the 
question. John and Harold were away for 
the weekend, and the only other friend he 
could think of was a school chum who lived 
several miles north of his home. 

“I'm going to call Donald up on the 
phone and get him to come down,” Dan 
muttered to himself. 

The telephone conversation was a bit one- 
sided, as Dan did most of the talking. It 
was evident that Donald did not want to ride 
his bike all the way down in the heat. Dan 
talked on. 

“But, Donald, it won’t be so hot when we 
get in the water. Maybe we can make a 
raft and take it over to the lake. That'd be 
fun, wouldn't it?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Maybe after we swam and dove off the 
raft we could eat our lunch out in the mid- 
dle of the lake. How'd you like that?” 

“Okay, I guess.” 

“Fine, I'll be looking for you in half an 
hour.” 

Dan hung up for fear Donald would 
change his mind. Mother stepped into the 
room just then and smiled. 

“Was that Donald Summerton you were 
talking to?” 

“Yeah, and he sure is slow. He’s never 
enthusiastic about anything. A fellow has 
to nearly r 

“Now, Dan,” Mother frowned slightly. 
“Donald is a good boy. I wish you would 
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play with him more, rather than with some 
of these other boys who come around here.” 

Dan shrugged his shoulders and walked 
off toward the woodshed. He liked Donald, 
but sometimes he did take so long to make 
up his mind to do anything, and he was so 
hard to move as far as being enthusiastic 
about any project was concerned. 

Dan was surprised to see Donald ride in 
the driveway in less than twenty minutes. 
He had been pumping fast, and the perspira- 
tion was dripping off his brow. 

“You really look like you’d had a swim 
now,” laughed Dan. “How'd you get here so 
soon?” 

“Oh, it’s down hill most of the way and 
I just kept pumping. Where is this raft you 
were talking about?” 

Dan scratched his head and looked off to- 
ward the woodshed. “You misunderstood. 
There isn’t a raft here. I said we'd build 
one.” 

“Oh.” 

Donald was not so sure he liked the idea, 
but Dan waved his arms and gave a jump- 
ing description of the fun they would have 
on the lake. The two boys were in one 
accord in just a few minutes. Dan’s enthusi- 
asm was catching. They hunted for material, 
but to no avail. Dan knew that unless some- 
thing was found soon Donald might decide 
to go home, and the whole scheme would be 
off. He just had to think of something 
quickly while Donald’s spirits were high. 

“T tell you what. Let’s cut a fir tree down 
and use it.” Dan pointed toward the wood 
lot behind their house. There was a good 
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stand of second growth fir on it, and one 
tree would not make much difference. This 
was one time the scheme was fine, but the 
material not according to the laws of raft 
construction. The tree was cut down and 
stripped of branches and sawed into the 
right lengths. Dan found a few old boards, 
and the two nailed the raft together in short 
order. Dan was no prophet, but as the raft 
neared completion he did suggest something 
that indicated a possible turn in events. 

“Donald, let’s nail two small boards up 
on the sides and paint a name on the raft.” 

“Well, what should it be?” 

Dan stroked his chin and chuckled, “The 
D-D Sink-a-way.” 

Dan and Donald's craft had all the ear- 
marks of a fine raft. The paint was not dry, 
but the raft was complete and plenty heavy. 
The fact that it was heavy made Dan happy. 
He was sure the heavier it was, the better 
it would float. However, if he had ever seen 
green logs floating, he would have known 
there was little room for additional weight. 

“Let's lift it on the wheelbarrow and roll 
Lifting the raft onto the wheelbarrow was a real 
problem, it weighed so much. Dan liked it heavy, 
though, for he was sure it would float better. 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 
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it over to the lake,” sug- 
gested Dan merrily. 

Indeed a fine order, but 
how to lift it on the wheel- 
barrow—that was another 
thing again. 

“Puff, ugh, puff, groan.” 

Few words were uttered as they stretched 
every fiber to place the D-D Sink-a-way on 
the wheelbarrow, but there was plenty of 
Indian language being used. 

“Ugh, ugh, oh, umph.” 

Finally teetering precariously atop the 
wheelbarrow, the two-man raft was poised 
ready for the gruelling transport to the lake. 
This in itself took nearly an hour, and with 
the heat beating down, Donald was sure he 
had made a mistake by coming. Even Dan 
showed signs of weakening. 

“I'd like to know who moved the lake 
so far away. I’m tired of pushing this.” 

Fortunately near the last lap there was 
a long hill down to the lake, and the two 
spent most of their energy just holding the 
D-D Sink-a-way back. Finally with one 
mighty push Dan dumped the wheelbarrow 
over toward the water, and Donald helped 
drag it the rest of the way into the lake. 
With amazement the two stared as the raft 
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submerged in the muddy water near the 
shore. 

“It floats, but not much,” Donald said 
blankly. 

Strange waves of emotion swept over Dan 
as he recalled a similar experience with the 





>” END OF SUMMER 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


The grapes are ripe, 
The summer's done; 
Bright leaves are dropping 
One by one. 


Soon the birds 
Will go away, 

And nights be longer 
Far, than day. 


The grapes are picked, 
The jelly made; 
The pools are far 
Too cold to wade. 


The nights are crisp, 
The mornings, cool; 

It's time for autumn 
And for school! 











dugout he had made. The raft was big 
enough and hefty enough, but just not dry 
enough for bouyancy. Dan stepped on board 
and tried to shove off with a pole, but only 
rammed the D-D Sink-a-way deeper into 
the mud. 

“It’s no use,” he said disgustedly. “We'd 
have to wear a diving suit to use it.” 

Their afternoon seemed spoiled, and Dan 
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felt almost like crying, except he was too 
old for that sort of thing. Suddenly an idea 
popped into his head, and he began arm 
waving all over again. 

“Donald, look! Let’s take that speedboat 
and go into the lake and swim from that.” 

Donald looked at Dan as if he thought 
his chum had lost his mind. 

“Silly, there isn’t a motor with it, and be- 
sides, we don’t know who owns the boat.” 

“Makes no difference either way,” re- 
marked Dan as he grabbed two poles and 
climbed into the moored runabout. “Nobody 
will care if we paddle this thing around am) 
lake for a while. It won't hurt the boat any- 
way. 

Donald was not sure about the whole 
affair, but climbed in, and in less time than 
it takes to read these lines they were merrily 
moving out across the lake. They were hav- 
ing so much fun that they soon forgot about 
the tragic fate of their raft. By accident 
Donald happened to look back toward the 
shore where they had found the boat. 

“Hey, Dan, there’s a man beckoning with 
his arms over there.” 

Dan felt rather sick all over. He knew 
better than to take something as expensive 
as a boat without permission. He just hated 
to be scolded, and now he knew he would 
have to face the owner. Reluctantly he and 
Donald paddled the trim speedboat back 


to shore. 


“You boys should ask before you take 
my boat out,” said the owner kindly. 

Dan had expected very cross words, but 
this man made him feel worse than if he 
had been punished with a good spanking. 

“I would gladly have lent it to you boys. 
In fact, fellows, if you'll just stop at the 
house anytime you want a ride, I'll be glad 
to take you out on the lake.” 

Dan and Donald looked up at the man 
sheepishly and chorused, “Yes, sir. Thank 
you.” 

Together they trudged the long way home. 
There had not been any sport with the raft, 
and there had been little fun in the water, 
but one thing was certain, they had gained 
an experience. Donald put his arm on Dan's 
shoulder and smiled. 

“Well, Dan, at least we learned something 
about raft building even though we didn’t 
get too cooled off.” 

“Yes, and I learned something about bor- 
rowing things, too. I'll never borrow any- 
thing again without asking permission.” 
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By 
NORMAN C. SCHLICHTER Y 


| DON'T believe many readers will find it 
easy to guess the name of the little stran- 
ger in the picture. 

I have called him stranger because that is ib 
what he is in the United States, and one ' 4 ff 
reason it is hard to guess his name is that - A ~~ Ra” 
there are very few like him in the country. 

Mr. R. R. Carpenter, of Wilmington, Dela- 
ware, brought a few of these animals from 
their home in Greenland to his farm in 
Delaware and raised them there. He sent me There are many wolves in Greenland, and 
the picture of this little one-year-old. when they are hungry they try to catch the 

When small, the animal is as tame as a_ youngsters of the herds. The wise old par- 
pet dog, and would be very nice for us to ents, when they know that wolves are near, 
have as a pet if he stopped growing when form circles with their heads outside. Keep- 
about a year and a half old. But few of us ing the babies inside the circle, the mothers 
would find it convenient to have one as a_ use their sharp horns to repel the attacks 
pet when he is full grown. of the hungry wolves and wild dogs of the 

The legs are short and stout, so that the region. They travel in flocks of twenty or 
animal, when he is grown, is not much lower thirty and are very much like sheep in their 
than a small ox, which he resembles in size habits. 
and shape. Although his legs are short, he They have thick coats, as you can see, and 
can run very fast and climb steep slopes. they need them, for the winters last more 
« The hair is brown, woolly, and long. On than six months, with little sunshine during 


This is the “little stranger” from Greenland, with 
his keeper at the zoo. Can you guess his name? 


the shoulders it is thick and matted and all this time. 

curly, giving the appearance of a hump. They have great appetites, and become 

The hair completely covers the small ears. quite fat as winter draws near. Blizzards in 
The little horns just peeping through on Greenland may last for more than two weeks. 

the baby’s head will grow into large sharp- With no grass and sweet herbs to eat during 

pointed ones. The animal often uses these this period, the animals live on the fat they 

in the winter season to dig into the ice and _ have stored and do not suffer too much from 

snow to find the fine dry grasses and other hunger. 

plants which lie there ready for his winter Have you guessed the little stranger’s 

food. name? He is called a musk ox. 
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TREATING THEM’S 





THE TRICK 


HE man who answered the door was 

angry. He was tired of hearing his door- 
bell ring and crowds of children shout, 
“Tricks or treats!” But his scowl quickly 
turned to a big friendly smile when he 
heard a group of Juniors chant: 


“It’s ‘trick or treat’ tonight, we know, 
But that’s not why we're here; 
We'd like some canned food for the poor 
To spread Thanksgiving cheer.” 


And still smiling, the man went back into 
the house and returned with several cans of 
food to put into the large shopping bag the 
children had brought. Then they ran off to 
the next house. The man watched them go. 
“That's a neat little trick,’ he smiled. 
“They're out to help treat folks tonight. 
I wish more children would do that.” 

What the man didn’t know was that there 
were more children doing it last year. More 
than 125 JMV’s took part in New York 
City. The pictures show some of the twelve 
hundred cans of food they gathered. 

Eight Pathfinders of the East Los Angeles 
club came home with three hundred cans. 

Thirteen church school children in Grey- 
bull, Wyoming, thought Halloween would 


Large jack-o’-lantern faces 
on shopping bags made them 
look like Halloween. Juniors 
in New York decorated bags 
themselves, came home Hal- 
loween night loaded with 
1,200 cans of food and $38. 


HELEN M. SMITH 





« be a good time to start next year’s Ingath- 


ering. They went to the doors saying, “Good 
evening. We are Junior Missionary Volun- 
teers. Tonight instead of tricks or treats, 
we are gathering funds to help the poor 
people.” Sacred music was played over pub- 
lic address systems on cars, and the people 
gave generously—$52.76 in an hour and a 
half. Twenty-four JMV’s in Cumberland, 
West Virginia, received one hundred dol- 
lars. 

Many JMV’s made it a complete treat 
for the folks who came to the door, by giv- 
ing them literature wrapped in Halloween 
colors. In Dinuba, California, they gave away 
The Coming King, wrapped in cellophane. 
West Lebanon, New Hampshire, Pathfinders 
dressed up as Bible characters and told the 
people, “I have a treat for you,” then handed 
them the tract Back to God tied with black 
and orange ribbon. 

Your Pathfinder club will enjoy Hal- 
loween much better this year if you follow 
some of these suggestions. Or think up bet- 
ter ones of your own. Then write and tell 
us what you did, and we will try to report 
it in GUIDE. 

Remember. The trick is to treat them! 


























Treat the folks who open the door 
by giving them literature. These 
are all the materials needed to 
wrap papers in Halloween colors. 


BYRON LOGAN 


Wrap the literature in orange and 
black crepe paper. Cut the strips 
with ruler and scissors, hold in 
place with paste or Scotch tape. 


These are some of the pretty food 
baskets that were made with the 
food the Juniors gathered. They 
were given out at Thanksgiving. 
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Gather as many of these papers as 
possible, then roll individually or 
make up in bundles of three or 
four, and tie with rubber band. 


Sie 
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USAN! Dick! Come to breakfast.” 

Dick and Susan had been dressing and 
were in a hurry to join the family in the 
warm kitchen. Their rooms weren't heated, 
and it wasn’t always easy to tie their shoes 
and button their clothing in the early morn- 
ing with their fingers stiff. Mother's last call 
was met by the sound of bounding feet on 
the stairway, and soon the children burst 
into the kitchen. 

“Um! Um! Are we hungry!” hollered 
Dick as he dropped in the chair beside his 
grandfather. 

“Dick,” said his mother, “please be more 
quiet!” 

The farm hands joined the hungry group 
around the table, and the oatmeal mush, 
eggs, potatoes, and toast were rapidly dis- 
appearing. 

“Have you noticed how much cooler it is 
than usual?” asked grandpa. “I can’t ever 
remember seeing weather like this.” For 
several days the air had seemed smoky. The 
sun and moon appeared red and had lost 
much of their usual brightness, especially in 
the morning and evening. As Dick and Susan 
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Susan dropped the bucket and 


ran to Mother. There was 


SMOKE 
@ i 


looked out the kitchen window they noticed 
strange clouds in the sky and the peculiar 
redness of the sun. 

Just then Susan jumped and grabbed her 
mother around the neck as a loud clap of 
thunder rattled the windows. Dick sprang 
and closed the window behind him, for a 
stiff breeze had begun to blow from the 
southwest. 
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“Oh, look! It’s raining!” said Susan. “I 
wish we didn’t have to go to school today. 
It’s Friday, and we would only miss one 
day. Can't we stay home?” 

“Don't be silly,” laughed Mother. “Of 
course you must go to school. It’s likely only 
a shower.” The smile that had so quickly 
wreathed Susan’s face vanished. She was 
really frightened, and dreaded the thought 
of leaving her mother. 

When breakfast was finished, Father took 
down the big Bible from its shelf over the 
door and read a chapter. After prayer each 
one hurriedly went about his assigned duties. 
Susan ran to the rain barrel to bring in 
the buckets of water that Mother would use 
to wash the dishes and to do the many little 
tasks that would have to be done before 
evening. There was no faucet with running 
hot and cold water in their 
kitchen. She grasped the heavy 
wooden bucket as she stepped 
up onto the box that stood 
beside the barrel. Just as she 
was about to dip the bucket 
into the barrel she stopped 
and let it fall. What was the 
matter with the water? It had 
never looked like that before. 
She poked her finger into the 
water and pulled it out again. 
She rubbed her thumb and 
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Susan rubbed the water between 
her fingers. It was black and greasy. 
Something mysterious had hap- 
pened. But what? No one knew. 


By MRS. STANLEY M. JEFFERSON © 


finger together, and a puzzled expression 
spread over her face. The scum looked like 
black ashes that sometimes fell when she and 
Dick burned the leaves in the fall. 

Forgetting her errand, Susan ran into 
the house calling, “Mother, Mother, what is 
the matter with the water? Come quickly. 
It’s black and greasy. Come, Mother!” 

Mother ran outside with her. “What can 
be the matter? I never saw it look like 
that, either.’ She bent over to look more 
closely, and suddenly stood erect. “I don’t 
know, I don’t know, Susan. It smells so 
strange, too. I don’t know!” Just then 
Father came by, and Mother called his at- 
tention to the strange appearance of the 
water. “What do you think, Father?” 

“I don’t understand, Mother. When I was 
in town yesterday the men at the post office 
were talking about the strange appearance 
of the air. No one seems to know what the 
trouble is. Everyone feels uneasy.” 

The children hastened to finish their 
chores about the farm before jumping on old 
Dobbin’s bare back and trotting off to school. 
They loved their old horse, and feared noth- 
ing so long as they were with him. He had 
been such a faithful creature, but even he 
seemed anxious this morning, and occa- 
sionally would lift his head and sniff at the 
air. As the children passed through the 
meadow they noticed that there was a strange 
vapor rising from the springs. One large 
column of this mysterious vapor rose very 
quickly high above the highest hills, and as 
it spread to a large cloud it moved off a 
little to the west. As the children held the 
reins of the horse they saw another cloud 
rise as the first had done, but it did not rise 
so high. 
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"WOULD WE BE RICH? 


pai INEZ BRASIER 


Let us suppose that we were paid ten 
cents for every courtesy and every 
thoughtful act. Would we be more cour- 
teous, more thoughtful of grandparents, 
fathers, mothers, and teachers than we 
are at present? 

Or let us suppose that we were fined 
five cents for each unkind word, each 
lack of courtesy, each thoughtless deed. 
Every time we said, “It’s not my work. 
Let Johnny do it,” someone would make 
us pay a nickel. Would we have less in 
our savings banks than we have now? 
And worse yet, would our loved ones and 
teachers be happy to see us go out of 
sight? 

This adds up to something we should 
think over seriously, for it simmers down 
to this: Who lives in our lives and con- 
trols our thoughts and actions? If Jesus 
is in our hearts, we will always be kind 
and thoughtful. If we are unkind and 
mean, we know that Satan dwells there, 
and we must ask Jesus to drive him out. 


Faw a a a a a a a a 


“Dick, we must get to school. I am afraid 
it is after nine already,” said Susan. 

“Giddap, old boy,” said Dick. As they 
trotted off, both children turned on Dob- 
bin’s back and looked just in time to see 
the third cloud rise from the spring. 

“Well,” said Dick, “I never saw anything 
like that before.” 

Dick’s books lay open before him, but his 
eyes were on the clouds that he and Susan 
had seen on their way to school. It was fif- 
teen minutes to ten, and he could see the 
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clouds from the window. The first and high- 
est cloud looked almost red; the second was 
blue, green, and indigo; and the third cloud 
was almost white. 

As Dick dropped his eyes to his book he 
noticed how dark the room was getting. He 
could scarcely see the words on the page 
before him. His favorite birds in the tree 
outside the window were singing their eve- 
ning songs, and in the distance he heard the 
crow of the Smith’s rooster as, in its con- 
fusion, it was telling everyone good-night. 

Suddenly Dick brought his thoughts bac 
into the schoolroom. The schoolmaster wa 
speaking in solemn tones. “Children, I do 
not understand this unusual darkness. You 
are dismissed for the day. Go to your homes 
as quickly as you can.” The concern he tried 
to conceal was evident by the tones of his 
voice. The children tumbled over benches, 
and the usually orderly schoolroom was in 
a muddle as they all ran for their horses or 
started off on foot over the familiar trails 
through woods and meadows to their homes. 

“Hurry, Dick, I’m afraid,” said Susan, be- 
ginning to cry. 

“T’'ll take care of you. Don’t worry.” Dick 
tried to sound brave and strong, but the 
darkness about him made him feel quivery 
inside too. As Dobbin galloped into the 
barnyard Susan hopped off his back and ran 
for the house. When Dick opened the barn 
door to lead the horse into his stall, he found 
that all the animals and chickens were in 
their places. Father was just preparing to go 
for the children, and was glad they were 
safely home. The work for the day was for- 
gotten as they stood at the barn door gazing 
up into the sky, where the clouds were get- 
ting thicker. Looking toward the meadow 
and the springs, they saw that more clouds of 
vapor were continually rising as they had 
done when Dick and Susan were on their 
way to school. 

It was almost eleven o'clock when the 
family gathered around the kitchen table. 
Mother lit the lamp, and they all sat and 
talked in troubled tones. “It must be the 
end of the world,” said Father. 

At twelve-thirty the clouds, having been 
like many separate clouds, although moving 
rapidly about overhead, seemed to rise higher 
and biend into one cloud. Hearts beat more 
easily as the hills once more came into sight. 
The darkness remained about the same as 
on a usual cloudy day. The same weather 

To page 19 
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The Automatic Bean Shooter 


By LEONARD MITCHELL 


HEN you have finished making the 
automatic bean shooter you will load 
up, close a switch, and watch your ammuni- 
tion shoot out the end. There will be no 
blowing, no explosion, no noise, but the 
“bullet” will go a good two or three feet. 
You will need batteries, some No. 28 
enamel-covered wire, a little friction tape, 
some iron wire, and a glass tube. I bought 
a glass drinking straw from a drugstore, 
and it works very well. 

I don’t have to tell you what the glass 
tube is for. It is the shooter. 

Follow directions carefully. The tube you 
bought at the drugstore is too long. Cut off 
a piece five inches in length. 

There is a trick to cutting glass tubes. 
Use a file. Scratch the tube with a corner 
of the file to make a nick. Hold the glass 
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tube with both hands, with the thumbs 
under the nick, and press down on the ends 
of the tube with the fingers. The tube should 
break off neatly. 


te ” 
( _— > 0 
A ¢ le: 
\ Tic 
The broken end is rough and sharp, and 
if you aren't careful, you could cut yourself. 
Cover it with a bit of Scotch tape, and you'll 
be safe. 
Now cut off a piece of friction tape long 
enough to go around the tube once or twice. 


Measure one and a quarter inches (exactly) 
from the broken end of the tube, and wrap 
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the friction tape around the tube. Put an- 
other piece of tape beside it, farther up the 
tube. 

Wrap five hundred turns of No. 28 wire 
over this friction tape. The stickiness of 
the friction tape helps to keep the wire 
in place. Leave about twelve inches of wire 
loose at each end of the coil. 

Your automatic bean shooter is now fin- 
ished, except for the ammunition. It will 
not shoot beans! It takes a special type of 
ammunition—a short piece of iron wire. 

The iron wire should be as light as pos- 
sible, but it must be strong enough to keep 
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its shape when you straighten it. Cut a piece 
of this wire one and three-eighths inches 
long. And that is just the length I mean. 
You may have trouble if you make it longer 
or shorter. 

Drop the wire through the muzzle of the 
shooter, touch the ends of the electric wire 
to the batteries, and the iron wire will shoot 
out the tube and across the room before you 
can say “Jack Robinson.” That is, if you've 
done everything just right. I had to work 
on mine quite a while before I got it work- 
ing, and you may have to also. That makes 
us like everyone who ever accomplished 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Danny Harris, 11, is interested in stamp collecting. 
He would like to have pen pals from all over the 
world. His address is Advent Villa, Daba Gardens, 
Waltair, R.S., India. 


Wilvene Hill, 12, enjoys various kinds of handwork, 
sports, and stamp collecting. She would like pen pals 
from Canada and the United States. Write to her in 
care of the Signs Publishing Company, Warburton, 
Victoria, Australia. 


Olga Hill, who was 15 on May 17, also spends her 
spare time with handcrafts, sports, and stamp collect- 
ing. She looks forward to pen pals from the United 
States, Canada, and South Africa. Her address is 
c/o Signs Publishing Company, Warburton, Victoria, 
Australia. 


Marie McIntosh, 15, finds joy in reading books, 
writing letters, taking nature walks, and engaging 
in outdoor sports. She hozes to hear from girls and 
boys her age in many lands. Her address is Route 4, 
Box 195, Bellingham, Washington. 


Susan Thompson, 11, says stamp collecting and 
cooking are her hobbies. She would like to correspond 
with girls all over the world. Her address is 114 
North 2nd West, Logan, Utah. 


James Allen, 14, would like to receive photo- 
graphs from any pen pals who can send them and 
is prepared to send his photograph to anyone who 
asks for it. His hobbies are stamp and post card 
collecting, nature study, hiking, swimming, bicycle 
riding, rock collecting, and sports of all kinds. His 
address is Box 344, Arcadia, Nebraska. 








anything worth while. They all had to try 
and try and try again. 

Several things may be wrong. You may 
not have sufficient batteries. I use about six 
flashlight batteries on mine. 

The iron wire may be sticking to the 
Scotch tape you used to close off the end 
of the tube. You can fix that by cutting 
a piece of paper or cardboard the exact size 
of the glass tube and taping it on the bottom 
of the glass. 

The other causes of trouble probably are 
that your iron wire is not the right length 
or you are holding the electric wire on the 
battery terminals too long. To show you what 
I mean, put the iron wire back in the tube 
and hold the wires on the batteries. Notice 
what happens to the iron wire. It jumps up 
into the coil, comes on out the other side, 
and then goes back in again. It bounces 
around a few times, and finally stays still. 
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What you can’t see is that those lines 
of force we talked about grabbed the wire 
and pulled it up so fast that it shot out the 
other side of the coil, and then the lines of 
force on the higher side of the coil got hold 
of it and pulled it back in again. 

To make the bean shooter work, we must 
let the electricity run through the coil long 
enough to make the wire begin to move, 
and then stop the electricity instantly, be- 
fore the lines of force have a chance to pull 
the wire back. It all happens so fast that you 
should hold the electric wire against th 
battery for only a split second. Experime 
several times, and you should begin to see 
the bullet shoot out. 

If you still don’t have good results, it is 
probably because the iron wire is too heavy 
or the wrong length. Cut a piece an inch 
and a half long. Try shooting it at least ten 
times. If nothing happens, take it out and 
cut off a tiny bit, perhaps a sixteenth of 
an inch. Put it back in the tube and try 
again several times. Keep cutting little bits 
off until you get the best possible results. 
If you find you have cut too much off, start 
with a new piece. 

Happy shooting! I have been so fascinated 
with mine that I was up the other night at 
midnight trying to see how far it would 
shoot! 

Incidentally, you might like to work out 
a game with your friends, running a com- 
petition to see who can shoot the wire the 
farthest. 

Have fun with your automatic bean 
shooter. But you have made more than a 
bean shooter. You have gone the first step 
toward making an atom smasher, and mak- 
ing an atom smasher is the first step toward 
making atom bombs and hydrogen bombs. 

However, in an atom smasher, instead of 
a piece of wire, the “bullet” is an electron, 
and it goes in a circle. Every time it goes 
around the circle, the magnet gives it another 
boost, until it is going almost as fast as light 


—186,000 miles a second. Then, becausegr 
it can’t go any faster, it begins to get he 


ier. Don’t ask me to explain that one! When 
the scientists have got it going as fast as they 
can, and have got it as heavy as possible, 
they let it shoot out and smash an atom. 

These electrical experiments would be 
easier if you had a switch. Next week I'll 
tell you how to make one, with which you 
can also send signals over the telegraph 
system. 





3 











Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS \/ ss! 


He was the grandson of a king. ii is) 

He was five years old when news came that his 
father and grandfather were slain in battle. 

We read that “his nurse took him up, and fled: 
and it came to pass, as she made haste to flee, that 

fell, and became lame.” 

He was a cripple all the rest of his life. 

Later on, the ruling king, a good friend of his 
father’s, restored to him the lands and property of 
his father and grandfather, and fed him at his own 
table. 


Guess Who ‘Y 
By RILLA BOYNTON BA Ir 


Did you ever have to sit on a chair or stand in a 
corner and be ashamed of something you had said or 
done? 

| am thinking of a woman of the tribe of Levi 
who once allowed herself to become jealous, and she 
said some very unlovely things. The Lord heard her, 
of course, and was very displeased. After he had 
finished talking with her and had departed, lo and 
behold! she was suddenly covered with leprosy. 

When she was really sorry, she was forgiven and 
cured of the leprosy. But the Lord required her to 
go away outside the camp and be ashamed of herself 
for seven days. Her name begins with “M” (Numbers 
12). 


{ 


} 
Who Made These Mistakes? )) 


By ELLEN E. MORRISON / 


The following statements are about Bible charac- 
ters who made certain mistakes. Can you telPyhd () 
they are? , 

1. She turned around to watch a city burn (Gen. 
19:26). 

2. He told the secret of his strength (Judges 16: 
WT). 

3. He gave a birthright to the wrong son (Gen. 

7:37). 

4. She let a serpent tempt her to eat forbidden 
fruit (Gen. 3:1-6). 

5. He made a molten calf for the people of Israel 
to worship (Ex. 32:3, 4). 


ANSWERS 
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Bible Knowledge ay: ; 
By SHIRLEY L. MC DERMOTT “ vl 


How many: 

(1) Sons did Noah have? (Gen. 5:32.) 

(2) People went into the ark? (Gen. 7:7.) 

(3) Wives did Abraham have? (Gen. 11:29; 25:1.) 
(4) Sons did Jacob have? (Gen. 49:28.) 

(5) Times did Peter deny Christ? (Matt. 26:75.) 
(6) Sisters did Lazarus have? (John 11:19.) 


Land of Palestine PAID 
By REUBEN S. DE LONG / Ki 


Trace the route from Mount Carmel to Beersheba. 





MOUNT 
CARMEL 
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Smoke in the Rainbarrel! 
From page 14 


continued for the rest of the afternoon, 
except that occasionally in some places the 
sun was seen for a few minutes about three 
o'clock. 

“It’s bedtime, children. You must run 
along to your rooms now,” reminded Father. 
Dick and Susan obeyed their parents with- 
out a word of begging to stay up, even 
though they wanted to terribly. It was nine 

‘clock, and all evening it had been so dark 
a when Father had taken them outside 
and had held a piece of white paper right 
in front of their faces, they had not been 
able to see it. Now the moon had just risen, 
nearly full, and yet it appeared as red as 
blood and did not give enough light to let 
a person tell where the earth and sky met. 
The extreme density of the night was fright- 

ening to old and young. 
\ Dick and Susan often mentioned that Fri- 
\ day of May 19, 1780, as they were riding 
; back and forth to school, but never again 

did they witness such a sight. Each night 
/ their father took the Bible off the shelf, 
‘ and hours after they were in bed he studied 

it. At worship from time to time he read 
from Matthew 24:29, 30: 


“Immediately after the tribulation of 
those days shall the sun be darkened, and 
the moon shall not give her light, and the 
stars shall fall from heaven, and the 
powers of the heavens shall be shaken: 
And then shall appear the sign of the 
Son of man in heaven: and then shall 
all the tribes of the earth mourn, and they 
shall see the Son of man coming in the 
clouds of heaven with power and great 
glory.” 





Two Goals to Reach 


a - From page 5 


ae seventh day, and sanctified it: because that 
e it he had rested from all his work which 
God created and made.’” 

“But there is nothing in that verse that 
says you can’t play a good, clean game of 
basketball on the Sabbath,” argued the coach. 

Dave wondered how he could answer this. 
He knew it wasn’t right to play a game of 
basketball on the Sabbath. What was that 
verse he had learned once? Then he remem- 
bered. Isaiah 58:13, 14. 








“I believe that God wants us to think 
of Him on His day,” said Dave. “One doesn’t 
think of God often during a basketball game. 
The Bible says ‘If thou turn away thy foot 
from the sabbath, from doing thy pleasure 
on my holy day; and call the sabbath a de- 
light, and holy of the Lord, honourable; and 
shalt honour him, not doing thine own ways, 
nor finding thine own pleasure, nor speak- 
ing thine own words: then shalt thou de- 
light thyself in the Lord; and I will cause 
thee to ride upon the high places of the 
earth, and feed thee with the heritage of 
Jacob thy father; for the mouth of the Lord 
hath spoken it.’” 


My, he was glad his dad had insisted on 
his really learning all his memory verses. 
“If you persist in considering the Sabbath 
that way,” said Mr. Lewis, “I see why you 
wouldn't care to be here playing at that 
time. I’m sorry I can’t assure you that we'll 
have several games on Saturday night, for 
we do need you on the team. But from past 
experience we have found that the attend- 
ance is better on Friday night. Too many 
people go away over the weekend, which of 
course means Saturday night. I believe we 
have two games scheduled for Saturday night 
this semester, and of course several to be 
played during our regular physical education 
period. We need you on the team, Dave, 
but on the basis of your religious principles, 
I'll excuse you from the Friday night games. 
Let’s see—your alternate is ; 
“I am,” Clayton interrupted gleefully. 
“Then you will be expected to take Dave's 
place on Friday evenings,” said Mr. Lewis. 
“OK.,” said Clayton. “I'll be glad to.” 
“You'd better go, boys,” said Mr. Lewis, 
“or you'll be late to your next class.” 
Dave returned to the dressing room to get 
his books. 


“Say, fellows,” Clayton said to the other 
boys who were still in the room, “let me 
introduce you to Preacher Dave in person. 
Boy, you should have heard him quoting 
the Bible to the coach!” He laughed loudly. 

Dave’s ears burned. Why did Clayton go 
out there with him, anyway? Had Clayton 
suspected what he was planning to tell Mr. 
Lewis? 

Dave hurried toward the door. Why bother 
to answer Clayton? 

“Be sure to put on your wings and halo,” 
Clayton called after him, and the other fel- 
lows hee-hawed. 

Carl caught up with Dave. 
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| WORTH THINKING ABOUT 


By HARVEY HANSEN 


me... need not be a knockout. 


The trouble with building aircastles is this: so often they turn 


out to be just a lot of wind. 


The ladder of success is not climbed by lying down on the job. 4 


The plow that shines is the one that turns the furrow. 









Promising young man: young man who keeps his promises. 





“If the coach’d heard Clayton saying that,” 
he snorted, “believe me, he wouldn't be an 
alternate on the team for two minutes!” 

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Dave. 

But all the same, Dave wished that Clay- 
ton would quit picking on him for a while. 
Perhaps if Clayton had a little of what the 
coach called “religious principles” 

But the idea horrified him. How could 
he share his faith with Clayton? Clayton 
would only mock what he said. Was it even 
worth while to try? 

(Next week: Trouble on the School Bus. ) 





Stars for Dario’s Crown 
From page 3 


found no Dario, but with flashlights and 
torches they kept looking. Then at last, at 
nine o'clock that night, they found him ly- 
ing unconscious at the foot of a big tree 
with spreading roots. He had a terrible swol- 
len place on his head, and it was plain that 
he had fallen out of the tree and hit his 
head on the spreading roots at its foot. No 
doubt he had spied a parrot and had climbed 
the tree to catch it. Now he was lying very 
still, making a loud sort of snoring noise. 
They carried him carefully back to his 
grief-stricken mother and laid him on a 
cot in the little straw house. There he lay 
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very still, making only the same loud snor- 
ing sounds. Soon neighbors from far and 
near heard of the accident, and came to the 
little home. Dario and his mother were the 
only Seventh-day Adventists in the neigh- 
borhood, but several others came from far- 
ther away. There were no doctors anywhere 
near, and the minister was in a distant town. 

The neighbors who came said that the 
boy’s godmother should be called. A god- 
mother is a woman who is present when a 
boy or girl is confirmed in some of the other 
churches. This godmother arrived and took 
out her beads and began saying prayers to 
the saints. Strange to say, she didn’t pray 
that God would heal the boy, but that the 
saints would let him die! She said, “The boy 
is too badly injured to get better, so we 
must pray for him to die in peace, instead 
of living on unconscious for a long time.” 
In spite of all the prayers and all the beads 
and all the saints, Dario just lay there still 
snoring loudly, getting neither better "© 
worse. 

Then one of the neighbor women had an 
idea. “I know what is wrong,” she said. “You 
have called the wrong godmother. You 
should not have called the godmother of con- 
firmation, but the godmother of baptism.” 
So they sent for the godmother of baptism. 
and she too said many prayers and fingered 
many beads and called on many saints. But 
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the boy still lay there and snored loudly, get- 
ting neither better nor worse. 

This was kept up all day Sabbath, and all 
day Sunday, and all day Monday. Of course 
Dario’s mother didn’t believe in all the 
beads and saints, so in her heart she con- 
tinually prayed silently to the true God. 
Monday night, when the Adventist minister 
came back from his trip, Dario’s mother told 
him what had happened. “I don’t know 
whether he can get better or not, but won't 
you pray for him?” she asked. 

“If God wants him to get well, he can 

t well,” replied the pastor. “We must ask 

od to heal him if it is His will, and then 
be willing for Him to have His way.” 

“Yes,” agreed the little mother. “I am will- 
ing for God to do what He sees best.” 

“Let us pray, then,” said the minister, as 
he kneeled at the side of the cot where lay 
the snoring unconscious boy. Several other 
Adventists were present, and they too 
kneeled. The others remained standing. Then 
he prayed that God would heal the uncon- 
scious boy if it would be to His glory, but 
if not, that He would give them faith to 
trust in God’s wisdom and goodness in all 
things. 

Just as the pastor said “Amen” at the 
close of his prayer, the snoring stopped, and 
Dario fell into that deep sleep that will end 
only on the resurrection morning, when 
Jesus sounds the trumpet and all the dead 
in Christ hear His triumphant shout. 

Now, I am sorry this story turned out this 
way, because I know you wanted him to get 
well, and so did I. I do not know why God 
permitted Dario to have such a terrible fall 
from the tree, or why He did not see best 
to make him well again. But God knows 
best, and we shall find out when we get to 
heaven just why some prayers were not an- 
swered exactly the way we wanted. 

But the story of how Dario died was 
known far and wide around that part of the 
country, and several people who heard about 
it, soon afterward decided they should give 


¢€ @” hearts to Jesus and be baptized as a 
| result. Before Dario died these people had 
an 
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been very Much against the Adventist truth. 
Now one of them, Brother Cordero, is a 
leader in one of the Adventist churches. So, 
amazing as it may seem, several souls were 
saved by the death of this thirteen-year-old 
boy. They seemed much impressed that Dario 
fell asleep peacefully at the instant the pas- 
tor finished praying. Then, too, Dario had 
been a cheerful, obedient Christian boy, and 
the very memory of him somehow softened 
hard hearts. , 

I like to think about the wonderful day 
when Dario awakes, because when that day 
comes Dario will see Jesus first of all, the 
very Jesus whom he tried to serve so faith- 
fully during his thirteen short years. He will 
also see his dear mother again, and they will 
no longer be poor and dress in raggedy 
clothes. I am sure he will receive a bright 
crown too, and that there will be shining 
stars in it. 








GOOD CONDUCT MEDAL. Not all medals 
are awarded for bravery on the front lines. 
Recently the Bronze Star was awarded to a 
sergeant for remaining cheerful in a swelter- 
ing hot kitchen in Korea. Can you think of 
anybody in your kitchen who might deserve 
a medal for working hard cheerfully? How 
about a medal for Mother, for instance? 


THAT DIDN’T HURT, DID IT? Columbia 
University has announced a new tooth drill for 
dentists. Instead of using a metal burr like 
ordinary drills, this one forces into the tooth 
a liquid which contains a fine powder, and 
which vibrates 29,000 times a second. There 
is no noise, no pressure, and, best of all, no 
pain. 
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Lesson Texts: Genesis 22:1-14; 32:24-29. 


Memory Verse: “For I reckon that the suffer- 
ings of this present time are not worthy to be 
compared with the glory which shall be revealed 
in us” (Romans 8:18). 


Guiding Thought 


The Spirit of prophecy tells us, “Afflictions, 
crosses, temptations, adversity, and our varied trials 
are God’s workmen to refine us, sanctify us, and 
fit us for the heavenly garner.’ —Testimonies, vol. 
3, 9. 115. 

Our characters are like pieces of lumber, un- 
gainly in shape, rough in texture, and unfinished 
in appearance. When we yield to the Creator and 
express a desire for Him to use us, He sends these 
workmen to do their work. Just as a piece of 
lumber must be subjected to the processes of saw- 
ing and chiseling, planing and polishing, so our 
characters must be subjected to processes that are 
uncomfortable, before the finished work can be 
seen and admired. 

Reading the stories of men and women of Bible 
times, we can see how they were taken in their 
raw, unfinished state, and subjected to the sawing 
and chiseling, and planing and polishing, of the 
varied trials that came to them, until their charac- 
ters emerged ready to give glory to the Creator. 

This week we shall see how Abraham received 
the final polishing that made his faith shine 
through the centuries, and how Jacob went 
through the hands of the workmen till he was 
changed from a scheming deceiver to an honest 
follower of God. 


ASSIGNMENT 1 
Read the lesson texts and the guiding thought. 
ASSIGNMENT 2 
The Prophets All Had Trials 


1. Writing to those who were suffering be- 
cause of the greed of those in authority over 
them, what counsel did James give? (James 5: 
7, 8.) 


2. To whom does he tell them to look for 
examples of patient endurance in trials? (Verse 
10.) 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


I|—How Abraham and Jacob Learned 
Through Suffering 


(OCTOBER 9) 


NOTE.—" ‘When men shall revile you and per- 
secute you, said Jesus, ‘rejoice, and be exceeding 
glad.’ And He pointed His hearers to the prophets 
who had spoken in the name of the Lord, as ‘an 
example of suffering affliction, and of patience.’ 
. . . In every age God's chosen messengers have 
been reviled and persecuted; yet through their af- 
fliction, the knowledge of God has been spread 
abroad.” —Thoughts From the Mount of Blessing, 
p. 54. 


ASSIGNMENT 3 
How Abraham Was Tried 


3. God chose Abraham to be an example of 
great faith, but, in his earlier years, his faith 
was weak. God permitted famine and trouble 
to come to him, to teach him to trust. God 
waited till he was one hundred years old before 
He gave him his promised son, to teach him to 
be patient. Then what did God tell Abraham 
to do to this son? (Gen. 22:2. 

NOTE.— ‘Isaac was the light of his [Abraham’s} 
home, the solace of his old age, above all else the 
inheritor of the promised blessing. The loss of 
such a son by accident or disease would have been 
heart-rending to the fond father; it would have 
bowed down his whitened head with grief; but he 
was commanded to shed the blood of that son 
with his own hand. It seemed to him a fearful 
impossibility.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 148. 


4. How promptly did the patriarch obey 
God’s command? (Verse 3.) 


5. Recall the story of the journey of father 
and son to Mount Moriah, and of the prepara- 
tion for the sacrifice. (Verses 4-10.) What did the 
angel say when he saw that Abraham was de 
termined to obey God? (Verse 12.) 


ASSIGNMENT 4 


Abraham’s Victorious Faith 
6. What did Abraham have that enabled him 
to set out to obey a command for which he 
could see no apparent reason? (Heb. 11:17.) 
NotTE.—‘Abraham’s great act of faith stands 
like a pillar of light, illuminating the pathway of 
God's servants in all succeeding ages. Abraham did 





an 





not seek to excuse himself from doing the will of 
God. During that three days’ journey he had suffi- 
cient time to reason, and to doubt God, if he was 
disposed to doubt. He might have reasoned that 
the slaying of his son would cause him to be 
looked upon as a murderer, a second Cain; that it 
would cause his teaching to be rejected and de- 
spised, and thus destroy his power to do good to 
his fellow-men. He might have pleaded that age 
should excuse him from obedience. But the patri- 
arch did not take refuge in any of these excuses. 
. . . He knew that God is just and righteous in 
all His requirements, and he obeyed the command 
to the very letter.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 
153. 


7. After his testing, how was Abraham re- 


Go (James 2:23.) 
ASSIGNMENT 5 


Jacob’s Trial of Faith 


8. Of what crime against his brother Esau 
was Jacob, the grandson of Abraham, guilty? 
(Gen. 27:36.) 

NOTE.—'When Esau, coming home one day 
faint and weary from the chase, asked for the food 
that Jacob was preparing, the latter, with whom 
one thought was ever uppermost, seized upon his 
advantage, and offered to satisfy his brother’s hun- 
ger at the price of the birthright. ‘Behold, I am 
at the point to die,’ cried the reckless, self-indul- 
gent hunter, ‘and what profit shall this birthright 
do to me?’ And for a dish of red pottage he parted 
with his birthright, and confirmed the transaction 
by an oath.”—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 179. 


9. Name some of the chastisements that God 
permitted to come to Jacob to take this mean- 
ness from his character. (Gen. 27:43; 29:25; 
31:7.) 

10. When Jacob left his  father-in-law’s 
home, where he had taken refuge from Esau's 
wrath, and returned to his own country, how 
did he feel as he contemplated meeting the 
brother that he had wronged? (Gen. 32:6, 7.) 


11. In his extremity, to whom did he turn 
for help? (Verses 9-12.) 


ASSIGNMENT 6 


Wrestling for Victory 

12. What experience came to Jacob the night 
before his reunion with 
32:24, 25.) 


his brother? (Gen. 








NOTE.—"Suddenly a strong hand was laid upon 
him. He thought that an enemy was seeking his 
life, and he endeavored to wrest himself from the 
grasp of his assailant. In the darkness the two 
struggled for the mastery. Not a word was spoken, 
but Jacob put forth all his strength, and did not 
relax his efforts for a moment. While he was thus 
battling for his life, the sense of his guilt pressed 
upon his soul; his sins rose up before him, to shut 
him out from God. But in his terrible extremity 
he remembered God’s promises, and his whole 
heart went out in entreaty for His mercy. The 
struggle continued until near the break of day, 
when the stranger placed his finger upon Jacob’s 
thigh, and he was crippled instantly.” —Patriarchs 
and Prophets, p. 197. 


13. For what did Jacob ask the Angel (Christ 
—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 197) with whom 
he had been wrestling? (Verse 26.) 


14. How was he given the blessing for which 
he had pleaded so earnestly? (Verses 27-29.) 


NOoTE.—"All penitent and broken, he clung to 
the Angel; ‘he wept, and made supplication,’ plead- 
ing for a blessing. He must have the assurance that 
his sin was pardoned. Physical pain was not suffi- 
cient to divert his mind from this object. His de- 
termination grew stronger, his faith more earnest 
and persevering, until the very last. . . . Jacob 
‘had power over the Angel, and prevailed.’ Through 
humiliation, repentance, and self-surrender, this 
sinful, erring mortal prevailed with the Majesty of 
heaven. He had fastened his trembling grasp upon 
the promises of God, and the heart of Infinite 
Love could not turn away the sinner’s plea.” —Pa- 
triarchs and Prophets, p. 197. 


ASSIGNMENT 7 
UNDERLINE WITH A STRAIGHT LINE the words 
addressed by heavenly voices to Abraham. UNDER- 
LINE WITH A WAVY LINE the words spoken to 
Jacob: 


“Let me go.” 

“Lay not thine hand upon the lad.” 

“Now I know that thou fearest God.” 

“What is thy name?” 

“In blessing I will bless thee, and in multiplying 
I will multiply thy seed.” 

“As a prince hast thou power with God and 


with men.” 
G. DORE, ARTIST 


DID YOU KN OW that the ordinary banded garden spider can spin 
five different kinds of silk with its spinnerets? 


By HARRY BAERG 





THE FRAMEWORK AND THE 

FIRST CROSS STRANOS ALE 

MADE OF HARD SILK. THEN 

THE SPIDER, WALKING ON 

THE HARD “CROSS STRANDS 

REPLACES THEM WITH 

STICKY SILK AND CUTS 

ANDO DROPS THES. 
THE STRONG SPIDER | 
SILK 15 LIKE A CABLE THE THROUGH SUN AND 
BECAUSE MANY VERY SA SIGIA TURE ~ RAIN THE SPIDER \ 
THIN THREADS COME vi, { STAYS OW HER WEB, 


OUT OF EACH SPINNERET A HEAD DOWN, AND 


ASA LIQUID AND HARDEN 5 > WATCHES. WHEN SHE 
_ TO FORM THE SINGLE . * Ss] (\ FEELS AN INSECT ON 


mh 
THREADS. a, 3 THE WEB SHE SHAKES 
KL LF - : D\ ITWWLENTLY TO 
ae: 3S P ENTANGLE IT MORE 
THE SPIDERS PLA remy ; SECURELY. 


4S MADE OF HARD S/LK, | 





So 
eE= \ \ | . i 7 a baAG 


THEN SHE THROWS ~ 
A SPECIAL STICKY yi 
SILK OUT OVER XN 

70 HOLD HER EGGS THE INSECT TO KEEP *. 
THE MOTHER SPIDER (7 FROM KICKING FREE. 
WEAVES A BAG Fro a 
A SPECIAL S/LK 
AWO HANGS /T 
UNDER A LEAF 


LE SP, A 
OR CRASS STEM MA /DERS ARE 


“ MUCH SMALLER THAN 
. FEMALES. THEY SPiN A ‘ 
STILL OUFERENT KIND OF THREAD ~ 
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